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wall and as the church was locked, father conducted the
service in the open air. His words at the grave-side gave a
touch of reality to religion, and still more so did his walk-
ing down the aisle out of church the following Sunday
when the vicar referred to the destructive influence of
anything that lent colour to dissent. Later when father
threw up the school for the far more onerous and less
remunerative task of chaplain at the London Hospital,
even I realized that religion meant something. Indeed, it
was that tax on his sensitive, nervous brain that brought
his life to its early close. No man ever had a more gener-
ous and soft-hearted father. He never refused us any
reasonable request, and very few unreasonable ones, and
allowed us an amount of self-determination enjoyed by
few. How deeply and how often have I regretted that I
did not understand him better. His brilliant scholarship,
and the friends that it brought around him, his ability
literally to speak Greek and Latin as he could German
and French, his exceptionally developed mental as com-
pared with his physical gifts, were undoubtedly the rea-
sons that a very ordinary English boy could not appreciate
him.

At fourteen years of age, at Marlborough School, I was
asked if I wished to be confirmed. Every boy of that age
was. It permitted one to remain when “the kids went out
after first service.” It added dignity, like a football cap or
a mustache. All I remember about it was bitterly resent-
ing having to “swat up” the Catechism out of school
hours. I counted, however, on the examiner being easy,
and he was. I am an absolute believer in boys making a
definite decision to follow the Christ; and that in the
hands of a really keen Christian man the rite of confirma-
tion is very valuable. The call which gets home to a boy’s
heart is the call to do things. If only a boy can be led to




